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March 21, 2021 

Rev. Kristie W. Finley 

Sermon “Finding Your Power: Listening for Healing” 

 

PRAYER for ILLUMINATION    

By the power of your Spirit, speak your Word to us, O God. Show us who you are and who you are 

calling us to be, for the sake of your Son and our Lord, Jesus Christ.  Amen. 

 

Today’s scripture is from the Gospel of Mark chapter 5, verses 22-35 (Common English Bible 

Translation.) 

22 Jairus, one of the synagogue leaders, came forward. When he saw Jesus, he fell at his feet 23 and 

pleaded with him, “My daughter is about to die. Please, come and place your hands on her so that she 

can be healed and live.” 24 So Jesus went with him. 

A swarm of people were following Jesus, crowding in on him. 25 A woman was there who had been 

bleeding for twelve years. 26 She had suffered a lot under the care of many doctors, and had spent 

everything she had without getting any better. In fact, she had gotten worse. 27 Because she had heard 

about Jesus, she came up behind him in the crowd and touched his clothes. 28 She was thinking, If I can 

just touch his clothes, I’ll be healed. 29 Her bleeding stopped immediately, and she sensed in her body 

that her illness had been healed. 

30 At that very moment, Jesus recognized that power had gone out from him. He turned around in the 

crowd and said, “Who touched my clothes?” 

31 His disciples said to him, “Don’t you see the crowd pressing against you? Yet you ask, ‘Who touched 

me?’” 32 But Jesus looked around carefully to see who had done it. 

33 The woman, full of fear and trembling, came forward. Knowing what had happened to her, she fell 

down in front of Jesus and told him the whole truth. 34 He responded, “Daughter, your faith has healed 

you; go in peace, healed from your disease.” 

35 While Jesus was still speaking with her, messengers came from the synagogue leader’s house, saying 

to Jairus, “Your daughter has died. Why bother the teacher any longer?” 

This is the word of the Lord. 

It is serendipitous that the theme of healing falls today, on March 21st, the one-year mark of the State of 

Illinois lockdown. On the news and in our conversations this week, this topic seems to have jettisoned 

our obsession about vaccines, which only recently replaced talk about the virus itself. When this is 

behind us, talk about this pandemic will disappear from our discussions. My hope is that we become 
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people who obsess about caring for each other, helping each other heal, because healing is going to take 

a while.  

Many will emerge from this pandemic with heartbreaking losses that they have not been able to grieve. 

We all need to grieve; trauma has touched the world. Healing becomes our work.  

Healing runs through our Lenten theme to Listen: for the Still Small Voice. God’s healing is what creation 

yearns for. The scripture this week is a passage teeming with healing. Healing appears to be my theme 

this year. I preached on it in February, through the lens of Jesus reaching out. In January it was Isaiah 60, 

and the Israelites returning to Zion which was also about healing. Here in this passage it is the reaching 

out of a suffering woman. A woman who courageously reaches out to touch the garment of Jesus, 

believing this will finally heal her.  

We don’t fully appreciate the extend of this woman’s courage unless we remember that at this time, 

when a woman was bleeding she was considered unclean and had to remove herself from the 

community. Everything and everyone she touched or touched her was considered unclean. For her it has 

been 12 long years, not just a few days, or weeks, or even a year. For 12 years this woman has been 

banished, isolated.  

To top if off, she interrupts as the crowd follows Jesus and Jairus, an important man, a leader in the 

synagogue, a man of standing in the community. They are also on an important healing mission. Jairus’ 

daughter is near death and he has begged Jesus to heal her. This unnamed woman is willing to take a 

risk and insert herself in this moment, to reach out to Jesus.   

Not only has she been alone and ill, but she trusted the doctors, who made her worse, and she has used 

up all her resources. She is suffering in every part of her life, and has lost everything. What gives her this 

courage? The courage to come out in the midst of the community, some would know who she is. Can 

you see them pulling away from her, and the looks she would get from people in the crowd? All she can 

focus on and see is Jesus and her faith in him, her belief that only he can heal her. So, she reaches out 

her hand, for just the slightest touch that might set her free from her disease and isolation. 

You can see the two of them in sharp focus surrounded by the crowd. The second her hand lights on the 

hem of his garment she is healed and Jesus feels it. The disciples surrounding him don’t notice, or seem 

to care. Jesus stops to find who touched him, to be present to this one. And she is courageous again as 

she falls at his feet and confesses, and Jesus saves her. The word in Greek is sodzo meaning to save as 

well as heal. Jesus has made her whole. Not only physically, but also has restored her to her community. 

He has transformed her before their eyes from outcast to part of the family, as he calls her daughter. 

 Connection and touch deliver healing, we see it with Jesus, and we have witnessed it in the past year, 

though we have missed the physical touch. The sight of nurses and doctors administering the vaccine 

has overwhelmed me. Their hands on arms as they prepare. Not only because each shot brings us closer 

to being together, but for so many, that was probably the first physical touch they had felt in a year. 

This woman has been separated from family and the community for 12 years. We have been separated 

for one, and the thought of even one more month is unbearable. We have seen unbelievable loss since 
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March 2020, but also unexpected acts of grace and healing. We have held each other’s hearts in prayer 

even when we could not physically hold each other, and mourned the loss of beloved parents, family 

and friends, even strangers. When asked this past week for a word that came to mind when thinking 

about this year, the echo of positivity came rising from the hearts of people. They offered up words of 

gratitude, even from those who have suffered loss. Most felt blessed, and counted as blessings learning 

to be resilient, and creative, thankful, and yes even connected. Even feeling compelled to master zoom 

was seen as a blessing. My word is surprised. I have been surprised throughout this year. Surprised that 

people acted poorly, but more often that people acted like with grace and love. What is your word? 

Much like the past week’s weather, sun and warmth, howling winds, rain and snow, we have 

experienced it all. But the light has always shined, has not left us. 

That is how we hold our faith, always knowing that the light, Jesus, is waiting for us to reach out in 

belief, to know that his is the true healing power. We survive through our connection to each other, but 

to prosper and grow we need to stretch out and trust Jesus. We need to reach out to each other, 

especially those we disagree with. We need to stretch across that divide that seems to keep expanding. 

As we move ever closer to the cross on our journey through Lent, remember that our faith calls us to 

stretch, to go beyond what is easy, to risk as we follow the path of Jesus.   

The lives of the people lost need to be celebrated and not forgotten. For those whose jobs and 

livelihoods have been lost or changed, we need to reach out and connect, hear what they need, listen to 

their voices. Answer the call for racial and social justice and cry out against inequities. Jesus calls us to 

do this. Calls us to be courageous and be risky for each other, to love radically and abundantly. We are 

called to love, and this year has shown us that it is needed more than ever. 

We don’t do it alone. God blesses us with community. Many hands reaching out in faith brings forth 

great energy to heal. What will make this new is that we have a shared experience, no one has gone 

untouched this year. We have been reaching out, touching the lives of others, and it will not stop. I 

believe it will expand, that transformation is already beginning, like the green shoots of daffodils 

peeking out of the dark soil.  

I heard a poem this week by Antonio Mercado that speaks to the hope and joy found in God, in seeing 

things in a new way, of hearts being transformed. 

Last Night as I Was Sleeping  

Last night as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt – marvelous error! 
That a spring was breaking  
out in my heart. 
I said: along which secret aqueduct,  
Oh water, are you coming to me 
water of a new life 
that I have never drunk ? 
 
Last night as I was sleeping, 
I dreamt – marvelous error! 
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That I had a beehive 
Here inside my heart. 
And the golden bees 
were making white combs  
and sweet honey 
from my old failures. 
 
Last night as I was sleeping  
I dreamt – marvelous error! 
That a fiery sun was giving  
light inside my heart. 
It was fiery because I felt warmth 
as from a hearth 
and sun because it gave light 
and brought tears to my eyes. 
 
Last night as I slept 
I dreamt – marvelous error! 
That it was God I had inside my heart. 
 

Water of a new life – we have never drunk, and that our old failures could be remade into sweet honey, 

and that the light would shine as fire. These things are possible as we go forward, as we make a new, 

healing way for our world. It is possible because we have faith and we believe, just as a tired, sick 

woman believed, that a simple touch could heal her, would save her. That the fire in her heart and ours 

is God. Amen  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


